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The Finest Sparkling Table Water and Ginger Champagne in the
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That Creates Appetite, Aids

1st.

ad.

The developed springs of

MINERAL WATER COMPANY.

AGTS

“"MANITO

AN ABSOLUTELY NATURAL MINERAL WATER,

Digestion,

-8

World.

and Tones Up the System Generally.

Manitou consist of the following group: NAVAJO, MANITOU, and SHOSHONE, all controlled by the MANITOU

The purity and virtue of these remarkable springs have long been known, but it is only within the last three years that efforts have been made to

supply the waters to the people in a commercial way, and the success of the business since then has been truly wonderful, the demand having grown to such
proportions as to require the constant employment of a large force of men to bottle and ship the goods.

3d.

AT THE SPRING.

These waters are bottled JUST AS THEY FLOW FROM THE EARTH AND SOLD IN BOTTLES ONLY; EVERY BOTTLE is put UP
Therefore our customers can be assured that what they receive is the PURE MINERAL SPRING WATER.

4th. Nearly all so-called natural mineral waters tobe at all palatable must be treated with a solution of SALT and BI.CARBONATE
of SODA. This Company will place as a guarantee and forfeit the sum of ($500) FIVE HUNDRED DOLLARS if it can be found that one
iota of either of these ingredients is impregnated into the MANITOU WATERS, except by Nature.

sth.
many feet away.

One of the remarkable features of these waters is the amount of FREE CARBONIC ACID GAS they contain, the bubbling of which can be heard
A glassful of water dipped from the spring has ALL THE EFFERVESCENCE of the best brands of champagne.

Herein lies its GREAT

VIRTUE AS A TABLE WATER, this peculiar and lasting effervescence, together with its other mineral properties, acts as a most EXCELLENT APPE-
TIZER and remedy for INDIGESTION OR DYSPEPSIA, and as a corrective for many other ailments.

6th.
they

explains at once the large dema

have happily named MANITOU GINGER CHAMPAGNE.

nd that has sprung up for these goods.

The Company also make from this water, combined with PURE FRUIT flavors and Jamaica Ginger, a most healthful and delicious beverage which
A more delightful and refreshing drink for ladies and children cannot be found, which

TRY IT AND YOU WILL USE NO OTHER.

7th. The Manitou Water Company will guarantee this exhila_ra.ting beverage algsolutely free from CAYENNE PEPPER and es-
sential oils, and that only their own extraction of pure Jamaica Ginger and Fruit Juices are used.
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SIR CUPID.

8¢ Cujpid onee, as I hayve hedird,
Determined to discover

Whnat kind of a man a maid preferred
Selecting for a lover.

sp, putting on a soldier’s coat,
He talked of martial glory;

And {rom the way he tulked, they say.
sheseemed to like—the story !

Then, with a smile sedate and grim,
He changed his style and station:

1o shovel hat and gaiters trim
He made his visitation,

He talked of this, discoursed on that,
Of Palestine and IHermon;

4nd from the way he preached, they say.
~he geemed to like—the sermon !

Toen, changed agaln, he came to her
A roaring, rattling sallor,

e eried, **Ho, ho! T love you so !’
And vowed be’d never fall her.

He talked of star and compass true,
I'he glories of the ocean;

tud from the way he sang, they suy,
She seemed to like—the notion |

I'nen Cupld, puzzled in his mind,
Diecarded his disgulses;
“That you no preference geem Lo find
My faney much surprises,”
“Why 807" she cried, with roguish smile,
“Why, prithec, why so0 stupid ?
lo not care what garh vou wear,
S0 long ug you are—Cupid I
Freveric B. WEATHERLS
.. e e

L PHANTOM PORTRALT.

the Cornbill Magazine,

“ODran Mike: Will you fook in at my shop this
evening v Quiller is in vwown, and 15 going todine
e at the eluly, I can't stand un evening of
bim aloue, but IF you und Teddy O'Brien will sup-
port me, with pipes and potutions, I think we
ghall be a mateh for him, Comoe early, and 1'm
your friend tor life, DICK GRrAVES."Y

| bad nothing particuluar to do, so 1 sent word

round to Dick that I should turn up, having first

male sure that ']'n-\!:]:. O Brieu, whose studio was
would go also, Quiller we

in the same plock,
[ ol world kuew hilm

4

kuew of old, : 1l the i Iman

who hind seen everything, done everything, been
everywhere—and these
waere o perpetual terror to Graves. \Why he paid
then we never knew. There was & Kind of tra-
ditional friendship between the familles ce

taiviy, vut Cuiller was o man who scoffed at tra-
ditton. He was in every way out of sympathy
with a set of ardent and impecunious punters.
As iowmnalist, ns traveler, us man of the world,
he bad outlived his enthusissun,

oecasiongl yisits of lis

Life con
talned po new experlences, no surprises for him.
It was only 8 monotopous round of the known
anil the ¢xpected.

Dick Graves, who usuully ghone 42 a4 host,
wik not at his best that evening., le was ner-
vous at fiest, end rather silent, lesving the bur-
den of talk 1o Teddy and myself, aud we had

the ili-luck ug the punch clreulated to lght on '

& vein of bumorous storles, st which we laughed
consumpdly ourselves without evoking even a
smile from the guest of the evening.

#WiIll you fellows look over my Coraolsh
sketobes P77 sald Graves, suddesly jumping up
ip desperation. *'I think there are some you
bave nob seon''—and be began o rummasge
shout smong & pile of old couvuses,

Qulller resumed bis sest and sul half-absently,

half-contemptuously, watching us as we turned |

over the paintings—possibly he was amused by
our jargon of “tone" and “quality,”” and the
rest. At length 1 picked up from the lieap a
painting that caught my eve and propped it up
on the easel near the lamp. It was quite unlike
Giraves's usual work, and Istood looking at it
for a tnoment, not quite knowing why I did so.
It was the head of & yvouung woman, pale and
slightly worn. She was leaning a little for-
ward, looking out of the picture, her mouth
parted by a slight, tremulous smile, and in her

eves a look that was a strange mingling of emo- |

tions, as If & new hope and happiness had come
into a life of sorrow—a look half wistful, half
exultant. I turned to speak to Graves, and
saw that Quiller had got up and was standing
gazing at the pleture with a look of fascination
orof fear. Here at Inst was something that in-
terested him.

+*Where did you get that?' he asked ab-
ruptly.

“What Jdo you think of 1t%' sald (iraves
slowly.

“It's 0 good bead," sald Teddy O'Brein.

“U1's a wonderful model," said 1.

“A face to haunt one,” sald Quiller, in a tone
(uite unlike his ordinary cynical one.

“Al, that's it," said Graves. *“It’s morethan
IHiman.”’

YWhois ivs
anzain,

W on my goul I can't tell you, for 1 don'’t
know. It's a4 queerstory, and one I'm almost
ashamed to ask you to believe., [ shan’t blame
vou if you think ['m bumbugging.’’

Yo settled ourselves by the fire with ouar
pipes, and Dick began his story in a manner,
for him, 80 unusually grave aud iropressive that
it seemed Lo leave no room for doubt as to his
perfoct good faith in the matter,

1 want Cornwall, as you know, ut the
end of the summer, and after loafing 'round
Newliyn for a wiile, I went to the south coast,
to try and tind sowme place that had been less
puloted. I staved o few days at Polperro, but
it was all so much llke the smaller exhlbitions
in town that | could not stund 1t, and 1 finally
landed at small seaport town—
“where there were no painters sod nol muny
visltors., I stayed at the ‘Ship lon,' and looked
‘round for sume place to hang up my palette,
After some fnguiries 1 found & small cotlege
which had been empty for some time, but
which had evidently Leen used as a studio, for
there was a4 wall Enocked out at one gide and o
good-slzed room added, with a high north
light. On the south, the kitchen and ‘parlor,’
which opened one into the other, hadfa view of
the lovellest little barbor in the world. The
place was just what ! wanted, and the rent was
absurd—ounly £10 & year; so 1 took it for six

safd Quitler, in his abrupt way

tuto

paming a

| months, oo the upderstanding 1 was to keep it

on il I chose. I bought w few thiugs to make

| the place comfortable, and got an old woman to

| look atter it for me; but 1

lived most of the
time ab the *Ship Inn,” and just at first I spent
very lttle time at the studio, only taking in
wy canvases at plght, When October set in
cold and wet [ bad to do soms work in«doors,
and then it was 1 began to think there wus
something queer sbout the place. Opg day I
had been painting a young girl from the village,
the grand-daughter of my anclent deme, and |
was putting a few touches to the background,
when I beard a sound olos¢ bebind we, ke a
vary gentle sigh, I Jooked 'round gquickly, but
there was no ong In sight—no one lu the room,
il fact, 1 weut on painting, with an uncom-
fortuble feeling of somethivg uneapny, sod io

o few minutes the sound was repeated actually
at my ear. I dropped my brush with the start

to see if any one was in it. I knew that Annie
and her grendmother had gone home, and 1
thought—I hoped—that some poor soul had
crept in to shelter from the rain by the kitchen
fire, Well, there was not a soul near the place.
I Jocked up carefully that night when 1 went

back to the inn, and in the solace of a
glass of grog and a pipe  before I
went to bed I almost persuaded myself
there was nothing in {t. In the morning

I had really forgottenit, I fancy: but when |
got back to the studio a curlous thing had hap-
pened. Right across the face in my picture

| were a couple of brush inarks, such as you

might make if you were trying the tooth of a
canvas, completely spoiling my work of the
day before. I called up Aunie and her grand-
mother, and accused them of playing trieks.

work went on. As I watched her the face

| changed, and the sorrowful, worn look gave
1 made, and then I went all through the house |

place to a kind of wondering happiness—he has
not quite got it In the pleture: it was us if the
feeling were so intense it made a kind of ra-
diance round her. Idon’t know how long 1
watched. At last a sound made me turn and
look at the B:ﬂmer: he had thrown down the
palette and brushes, and was standing lookin

at his work; then he turned slowly au§
held out his hands with a supplicating
gesture. She had risen, too, and came a step
forward, with a wonderful ']ight. in her eyes,
and just ns she put her bands in his a cloud
erossed over the moon and blotted out the fig-
ures from my sight. When it passed the patch

of moonlight was empty, and there was only the |
painted head and the palette lying on the floor |

to 2onvince me 1 had not been dreaming. After

| that I must have fallen asleep, for it was broad

They were indignant at the idea, and finally 1 |

had to apologize for my suspicions.
searched the house together, but could find no
means by which any one could have entered,

' and at last I was obliged to conclude that 1

| see nothilug.

| geemed oppressed by some welght
| m¢ powerless Lo move.

must have done the damage myself when 1 let
my brushes fall. In a few days, however, it
became impossible to explain the thing by this
or any other natural means; constantly my

canvases were tampered with, and I gréew to | If you'll believe me, I could never make up my

have the feeling that after twilight 1 was never
alone in the room; that faiot sigh, which had so
startled me at first, I came to listen for and
expect, apd I began at last to clothe It with a
personality, and to wish I had some means of
comflorting the poor soul who had no other
langunge in which to express ber despair, |

We |

did not think it was she who had defuced my

canvases, however, aud I took to carrylng my
work back with me at night to the inn, where
they were secure from futerferences,

“1 suppose the thing would have ended there
but for an weeident. There was a race meeling

in the town, and the *Ship’ wus lovaded by o
low set of fellows, who got drunk, sud made

beasts of themselves generally.  “I'ne plice be-
come unbeurable, and 1 determined to camp in
the studio until they cleared out. I made up a
big fire, got my old womau to leave me some
hot water o the Kettie, aud with help of o rug
and a pillow stuffed into the back of my chuir
I made mysell tolertbly comfortable for the
night. How long 1 slept I don’t kpnow, 1

uwoke suddenly, not as one does lu bed, with a |

drowsy leeling of relief that it {8 oo early o

get up, but with every senso on the slert, and a |

curious impression that something unusual was
happening. The tire was stdll bright, snd mado

s glow on the opposite wall; but what made the |

room 50 Mght was the moon sbluing in through
the square window in the roof. I could see
everything in the room guite plainly, but I
that mede
I sat there staring at
what happened us belplessas if I buad been
bound., My puinting things were just as I had
left them; my canvas, on which 1 had sketched
in a head, on the casel, and elose by, on a stool,
paints, brushes, and palette, They had boen
there, that 1s to say, for now there stood fo front

of the easel, with lis back to me, a
tall man, with a stoop in his
shoulders, and dark gray hair he

had my palette io bis band, snd he was palot-
ing with a sort of nervous intensity that it
thrilled one to see. I lovked to see what Le
was painting, for be kept glanelng over towurd
the patch In the moontight; but at flrst 1 could
Tuen 1 hLieard that little geutle
sigh, but not, it seemed to me, 80 utterly weary
and heart-broken as formerly; it was & sigh al-
most of content. And us 1 pondered on this
my eyes seemed Lo become more accustomed to
the light; and there, in the moonlight, on the
very chair in which Anpple had sat, was a
woman, leanlng slightly forward, young, beau-
tiful, and very pale—butl you bhave seep the pie-
ture., I looked al ber now more then st him,
only glaneing now and then to se¢ how the

daylight when [ next remember anything, and

old woman preparing my breakfast, The smell

couch, prepared to find that my phantoms of
the night before had been nothing but a dream,
No; there was the picture, just as you see it,
and on the floor were the palette and brushes,
I picked them up and looked curiously at them.

mind to clean the paint off that palette, and it
hangs there just as that fellow left it."’

We sat silent for some minutes when Graves
had done, 1 confess the story Impressed me o
good deal, and glancing up [ could sec that
Qulller was strangely moved,

“And did you never have any explanation of |

the thing ¥ gald 1 at last,

“No," sald Graves, **I never had any explansa-
tion, end I don't suppose [ ever shall,”

Quiller had risen, and stood near the fire.

S think I can give it,” he sald, knocking the
ashes out of his pipe.

Graves stared at him: no one spoke, and he
went on, as if unwillingly:

*That must have been Druke's cotlage you
had; he was before your time—I1 daresiy you
never heard of him, Me lived there with his
wife—and that's her portrait,”

Graves's stare of surprise became more pro-
found, und Teddy and I looked on in silent
wonder. Quiller went on, gpeaking like a man
that has been carried guite out of himself:

“There was a tragic story told about Drake
and bis wife. e was o good deal older than
she, und changeabls and moody in bis wavs;
and she, poor child, was ambitious to heip him
Lo be great, Alllrst he was tender and thought-
ful toward her, and then he seemed to forget
how fragile and seusitive she was—neglected
llcl', and grew. more gnd more morose and
moody. e used to get very savage about his
models, aud complain thet it was impossible to
got nuy one with iotelligence cnough to sit
decently., Once his wile asked him whelher
she could not sometimes help him by sitting,
and be only laughed ather, | remember, ‘Y ou—
you!" he sald—that was wll. Then the poor
child bhad an illuess, which, if ghe had been
happier, might have ended differently, and been
a new bappiness to both of thewm; but she was

too worn out with sorrow and disappointment, |

and In the end she dled. 1n bher delirium she

wos always calliuvg to her husband: *Let me
help you, let me be of some use; only
once, dear; palunt me only opee! and

I:uur Drake, who woke up to & sense of Lis |

oss, was heart-broken ut bis inability to
satisfy ber. The tenderest sand most passionite
tones of his volce never resched her, snd she
died without ever knowing blm agaiu, After
that Drake was a chaoged man; he seemed to
have only one idea—to paint the portrait of his
wife, Canvas ufter cuuves he spolled, and
when I went so eee bim he would say: ‘She
capnot rest until I have dove it. | must sue-
ceed; sooner or later 1 must setisfy her.) Al
lepgihh be became s0 unmansgesbls, eating
m—uﬁiug, and spending long, sleepless nights

L}

walking about the country, that his friends
came and took him away. e died some
months after in an asylum.”

“Bv Jove ! gaid ’l‘cddr O'Brien when Quiller
liad finished, and then relapsed into silence.

I looked at Graves, but he was lost in a
wonderment too deep for words,

“The portrait’s very like (her,” said Quiller,
with a strange awe in his tone. “I’m glad poor
Drake succeeded at last.”

“You think——"" gaid I, and broke ofT,

Quiller was putting on his coat, Heanswered
my unspoken question with a solemnpity for
which I was not prepared.

“Tor twenty-two years thoge two poor ghosts
have been waiting their opportunity. Let us
be thankful that in the end they found it."

He seemed to forget to take leave of us in
any way, and went without another word., As
the door elosed each of us drew a deep breath
of relief, Dick raised his head with an air of

| stupefaction.
I heard the welcome and familiar sound of my | ¢

“That's a rum story,” said Teddy O'Brien;

| “‘why did you never tell it before?!’
of frying pilchards was refreshingly mundane, | \ y

and I got up stiff and sore from mmy unecasy

“The rummiest thing about it is the sequel,”
gald I. **Dick, old man, is your part true"

$] don’t know," said Dick: **1 begin to think
it must be.”

“Great Scotland Yard !” said Teddy O' Brien
“did you make it up*"’

“Every word of it—on the spur of the mo-
ment,"”

“DIid you know——"

HNot a word., Quiller seemed struck by that
pleture, and it was the only sign of human in-
terest he had shown, so I thought I'd humor
him. 1 didn’t mean a ghosgt story when I he-
gan, but it somehow developed into that, [
would have glven o pood deal to take g rise out
of him, but I neyer hoped for xuything so com-
plete as this.”

It was neurious colneidence that you should
Linve taken Drake's cottage,” sald Mr. O'Brien.

“Yes," sald Diek dryly, “but the wost curl-
ous part of it all is that the cotluge wes mado
up, koo,

HGreat Scotland Yard ! sald Teddy O'Brien
ngain,

#And who paiuted the head &'

1 painted it myself,” said Dick, *and I he-
#in to think it must Le 4 deuced good picture.”
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Fees of Pension Attorneys.

It is probable that the conference on the I'en-
slon Appropriation bill will be compelled to
report a dissgreement, The House conferees
hiave sent an ultimatum 1o the Senate conferees
insisting that the reduction of fees of pension
attorneys made by the LIl shall apply in all
cases exeept where specinl coutracts ave on (e
in the Pension Office. The Senaté conferces
insist that the reduction shall not apply to uny
existing contracts, whether on file in the Pen-
slon Office or not, and refuse to go any further,

“e o

Acting Secretarvies Designated,

The President has designated Assistant SBec-
retary Nettleton to uact as SBecretury of the
Treasury in the absgnce of Becretary Foster
and Asslstant Secretary Bpaulding to act in the
absence of both, There is no difference in the
rank of the Assistant Secretarles and the above
designation Is made in the order of seniority of
u}:}mlul-im-.ul. The vacant Assistant SBecretary-
ship will be filled in a few weelks.

- TE
Impeachment of a Judge.

In the the House yesterday Mr. Thompson, of
Ohlo, from the Commities on Judiclary, reported
the following resolution: “That Aleck Boar-
man, judge of the United Btates Distriet Court
for the Western Districtof the State of Louisiana,
be impeached for bigh erfmes snd misdemean-
ors."” The discussion of this resolution was in-
terrupted to proceed to the consideration of the
resolutions of respect to the mewory of the late
Representative James Phelan, of Tennesses,
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